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Author's Notes: 


Hope this neither too scary nor boring. 


Warnings: 00C, high-level overview, male chastity device, w/s game but no actual pissing, D/s relationship and 


play with mentions of switching roles. 


-Sometime in the late 80's, but AU 


When they play their games, Steve's will is iron His body, living rock: hard as granite, soft as sandstone, hot as 
lava; his sex, though - steel. By sex, Sav sees it not just as the physical act or attribute but as the way it is 
between them. Steve needs Sav to be his bitch, slave, whore. And in that, Steve is the one who belongs to Sav, 


because under the surface he feels dishonorable about how it makes him angry and he doesn't even know it. 


Sav's been in a chastity belt for a week. Not a belt, per se - a steel cage that is small enough that the 
slightest lift and fill of his dick puts it in a hellish clinch. The key to the device swings from a silver chain 


around Steve's neck, one of his many careless charms. 


He will not budge about certain requirements. Four times a day, Sav pisses through it in the shower, washes 

as best he can at the same time. His balls ache with unspent seed, fat pearls sitting so long, layer upon layer 
of cells coated in secretions, built up. It's going to hurt when the load erupts; he dreads it almost as much as 
he needs it. 


For this set-aside week, Sav is a friend and companion as ever. He is allowed to suck Steve off once a day, but 
that is all because he's saving up, too. They've learned over the years how depriving themselves for a time 


has a better payoff, and payload. Besides, they're not nineteen anymore. 


As quietly and efficiently as the proverbial English butler, Sav sinks into his role as he makes the food and 
cleans; fetches things like cigarettes, whisky, guitars, books, tab paper, the phone; helps Steve dress or 
undress, naked but for his cock cage or not according to his mood. Though he isn't one to say much, the 
alternating gleam and softness of Steve's blue-grey eyes under bristly brows incogruous on a man of his 
years lets Sav know the body he was blessed with and makes sporadic efforts to keep fit remained much to 
his liking. 


Daytimes, they go places, like normal people. Out for lunch. A drive across the border and into the moors. 
Steve likes to see Sav in fashion, too. He takes him to shops on high streets and orders him to try on things, 
so he can admire the hints of shifting muscle or the curve of him, steel-bound underneath the garments 
during this go-round, under derim or fine cotton or wool. He knows Sav's not a man for picking out his own 
wardrobe any more than he is, regardless of their swollen incomes of late. Either would choose to throw on 


jeans and some old comfortable shirt and be done. 


Then nights. Sharing a bed is not even a question. The level of teasing amps up and up. There are any number 
of performances with mouths, hands, Sav suffering from compressed bits. It's on Steve to hold back on his 
own, however Sav wraps his lips around him, tongues his ears or his arse or just kisses him till neither can 
sleep and they pass out drunk on too much booze, the only way to kill desire. Neither mention it when Steve 


wakes up to sticky sheets. Bound as he is, Sav can't even get off in his sleep. 


They play other sorts of games, too, to pass the time and be near one another. On boards or with cards, as 
they were taught as youngsters. Steve fancies himself a master at chess, as Sav sees it. He himself doesn't 
have much patience for the game, but he tries anyway, to give his lover's ego the occasional stroke. Steve is 
a fair strategist. The problem is that neither of them can sit still long enough to play out a real match. As a 
result, their games go on for days; they leave the chessboard on the coffee table and play in sporadic turns. 
By the sixth day, chess has lost its flavor. Normally a dazed sort of patient during these diversions, Sav's 
ready to throw the current game and beg for release. In their prison, his balls are damp with sweat, itchy and 
sore at the same time. He can't get hard in his damned device but he's oozing pre-ejaculate, there's no helping 
it. An embarrassing stain is formimg below his crotch, like a little girl who's piddled in her knickers. "Steve," he 


croaks, looking into his partner's resolute face. "Please." Sav can safeword but hopes not to have to, or it will 


be nothing but him and his hand. 


"You gotta go? You're not scheduled for another hour. Hold it" There have been times it was a near thing, but 
not now. Sav shakes his head. It's only half a lie. If he says no, he can psyche himself into thinking that, for a 
while. Steve makes another move, black knight to white rook. A stupid one. Now Sav can beat him in three, no 
matter what he does. Steve hasn't seen it yet. They play it out; the guitarist is too stubborn in this headspace 


to surrender Till every alternative's been tried in his mind. 


By the time he knocks his black king on its side, Sav's eyeballs are swimming. Swelling slightly with urgency, the 
flesh inside the stainless steel of his genital restraint is squeezed without mercy, the ultrasensitive cockhead 


abraded by pressure. He tries not to move. Itll just make it worse. 


Steve stretches, 100% lazy carnality. He checks the clock on the wall, scratches his belly through the space 


between shirt buttons, pretends surprise. "Well, Sav. Now you're overdue. Loo." 


Although Steve tries not to show it, he loves this part. Marching Sav down the hall, he tosses off his clothes 
right and left. Later, he'll pick them up himself - their week is nearly over. Then, he will be required let Sav 
extract his payback, which is fine with Steve. As far as he's concerned, he deserves it. 


Naked, Steve stalks across the tiles and turns on the shower. "Strip." Sav unbuttons his own shirt with shaky 
fingers. He kicks out of his shoes, undoes his belt buckle, and let the jeans slide down his legs, revealing the 
shiny metal binding. 


The one thing Steve has not removed is the necklace with Sav's key. He pulls the chain over his head and 
hangs it from the other. Well, not the head - the base. So hard its quivering, purple and upright, the inevitable 
reaction in Sav's crotch has him on his knees, cupping himself over the inflexible covering. There are a few 


evil, strategically-placed slits in the device and his skin presses into them. He doesn't let out a sound. 


"Hurts, huh?" Steve knows. He's worn similar appliances for Sav, on occasion, but it's been a while, never for so 
long. It just makes him harder. Every erogenous zone on his body has stood up to scream, while Sav is down, 


struggling to contain himself. He has to pee so badly, but he doesn't know if he's capable now. 


The water is hot, not quite scalding. Steve kneels down behind Sav, making him spread his knees wide on the tile 
floor. Generous amounts of lube slather his crack; Sav gasps like an affronted virgin when the first finger 
shoves into him, groans like a slut with the next. At other times, he would be annoyed by such a rude invasion 
but right now he welcomes it. Arching, Sav pushes back, needing Steve's fingers’ contact with his sweet spot 
NOW. He can never hold out for long when he's this pent up and currently, unless he wants a permanent bend 


in his dick, this needs to be over fast. 


A rough hand shoves his back and he is face down, catching himself barely in time not to break his nose. 
Three fingers now, thrust in and out of him, catching the outer border of his prostate. Unexpectedly, Steve 
pushes into him, almighty length and girth stretching an only-fingered hole to the limit of its capacity. Sav 


screams in pain and pleasure, rocking with the rough ride. It feels so good to give in to the urge to thrust, 


though it's into nothing and no one. 


Less than a minute later the pressure is too much, his balls heave to expel the heavy gelatinous goo. It's 
agonizing, it burns, it goes on so long his thighs are shaking. Sav's vision goes hazy, waiting for the spurting to 
stop so he can finally shrink enough to ease the soreness. Inside the steel cage, he is covered in his own 
cream. Even after his orgasm is over, he can feel more juices still trickling through his tube; thats what 


happens when it's been more than a couple days since his last wank or whatever. 


Steve's been silent for the duration His teeth clamped in Sav's shoulder and a stifled swallow along with a 
deeply-buried final shove announce his complete surrender to his body's needs and his control of their 


scenario. "Good?" he finally speaks, more of a gasp. 


"Hurt like hell. Bastard" He knows this the end of the formal phase of the game or Sav wouldn't have dared 
sass off like that. He still gets a swat to the behind. "What about you?" 


"Oh, you know." Sav did, but he likes to hear his temporary master say it. "lm not going to like it if you don't 
let me get off again tonight. The skin was about ready to split" 


There's the point where their roles are shifting, half-in, half-out. Something Steve is expert in, in other times 
and places. Here, the unpredictability keeps him interested. 


"Oh, I'll probably let you.. if you beg." 
"Mmm. Still gotta piss, Sav?" Now amused, Steve runs his hands over Sav's flanks, down his arse, and weirdly, 
up between his thighs. Appreciative noises follow the petting, and Sav shivers with the last drops of spunk as 


well as delight in the touch. Soon he hands Sav the key. 


Right after cumming, it is hard to hold his water as his body makes the transition back to its more typical 
plumbing pattern. "Aye, you know | do." It helps for Sav to grit his teeth and hold very still. 


"You've got ten seconds to get that thing off yourself and on your feet. Otherwise." he didn't have to say it. 


Sav knows from past experience what Steve is capable of, and what his tastes are. 


But it's his turn now, and it will take every effort to keep the shifty bastard's more licentious tendencies in 
check. He grins indolently at the idea 


Fin. 


